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7m i rageate of natmet 

Out, out, thou ftrumper Fortune ! all you god*. 

In genecat&jigd take away her power, 

Breake all the fpokes, and fellowes from her wheele, 

And boule the round naue dovvne the hill of heauen 
As lowe as to the fiends. x 

Polo. This is too long. , , 

Ha. It fhal tothe barbers with your beardjprethee fay on,he*s 
for a Iig.or a tale of bawdry ,ot he fleepes,fay on,come to Hecuba 
Play. But who, a woe,had feene the mobled Quecne. 

Ham. The mobled Qucenc. 

Polo. That’s good. 

Play. Runne barefoot vp and downe,thrcatningthe flames* 
VJnh B/fi* rbume,a clout vpon that head 
Where late the Diadem Rood, and for a robe. 

About her lanck and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blancket in the alarme of feare caught vp. 

Who this had feene, with ton gue in' venom fteept, 

Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon haue pronounc'd; 

But if the gods themfelues did fee her then, . 

When (he faw Pirhm make malicious fport 
In mincing with his (word her husbands limmes, 

The inftant burft of clamor that (he made, 

Vnlefle things mortall mooue them not at all, 

Would haue made milch the burning eyes of heauen 
And paflion in the gods. 

Pol. Looke where he has not turned his collour, and has teares 

in’s eyes prethee no more. 

Ham. Tis well, lie haue thee fpeakc out the reft of this foone, 
good my Lord will you fee the Players well be flowed ; doe you 
heare, let them be well vfed, for they arc the abAraft and breefe 
Chronicles of the time; after your death you wore better haue a 
bad Epitaph then their ill report while you liue. 

Pol. My LordjI will vfe them according to their defert. 

Ham. Gods bodkin man, much better, vfe euery man after his 
deferr, and who (hall fcape whipping, vfe them alter your owno 
honour and dignitae, the kffe they deferue the moremerritisin 
your bounty. Take them in, 

‘Pol. Come firs. 

JLi.Follow him friends, wede here a play to morrow; doft thou 
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Prince of Denmarfcc* 

heare me old friend, can you play the murther o (Gonzago f 
Play. I my Lord. < * 

Ham. Weelehau’t to morrow night, you could for need ftudy 
a fpeechoffome dofen lines, or fixteene lines, which I would fee 
downc and infert in’t ; could you not ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Very well, follow that Lord, and looke you meeke him 
not. My good friends, lie leaue you till night, you are welcome 

ro Elfonourt. Exeunt Poland Players. 

Ref. Good my Lord. Exit. 

Ham. I fo, God buy to you, now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefantflaueaml! 

Is it not monflrous that this Player here 
But in a fixion,in a dreame of paftion 
Could force his foulc fo to his owne conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eyes,diftra<ftion in his afped, ’ 

A broken voice,and hjs whole fun^iion futing 

With formes to his conceit ; and all for nothing 
For Hecuba . 65 

VVhat’s Hecuba to him, or he to her, 

That he fhould wet pc for her ? what would he doe 
Had he the motiue,«nd that for paflion 
That I haue? he would drowne the ftage with teares 
And cleaue the generall eare with horrid fpeech, * 

Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant,and amaze indeed. 

The very faculties of eyes and eares ; yet I, 

A dull and muddy mettled raskall peakc, 

Like /oJw-a-dreames, vnpregnantofmy cauie,| 

And can fay nothing ; no not for a King, 

V pon whofe property and moft deare life," 

A damn’d defcate was made : am I a coward, 

VVho calls me villain, breaks my pate a crofle. 

Plucks offmy beard,and blowes it inmy face, 

Twekesme by the nof«,gmes me the ly i’lh throat 
As deepe as to the lunges : who does me this. 

Hah ! s wounds I (hould take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pidgion liueid,and lacke gall 
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